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The first time I met her I was a re
port>* in the embryonic state and she
was a girl in short dresses, It was In
a garden surrounded by high red brick
walls which were half hidden by clus-
ters of green vines and at the base of
which nestled earth beds radlant with
roseg and popples and peonles and
bushes of lavender lilacs, all spilling
their delicate ambrogia on the mild alr
of passing May. 1 stood, straw hat In
hand, wondering if 1 had not stumbled
into some sweet prison of flowera
whieh, having run disobedient ways In
the past, bad been placed here by Flo-

ra and forever denled thelr native
meadows and wildernesses. And this
wviglon of fresh youth In my path, per-
haps shie was some guardian nymph, 1
was only 22, a most lmpressionable
age.  1ler balr was Hke that rare Oc-
tobér brown, half dun, hall gold; her
eyes were cool and restiul, | the
Lirown pools one gees he heart of
the forests, and ber Hps nud cheeks
cozened the warm vermilion of the
rose which lay ever so lightly on the
bosom of her white dress Close at
hand was a table upon which stood a
plitcher of I monade she was holding
in her hand an empty glass,. As my
eves sneaultered her calm, Inquiring
gaze my courage fled precipitately,
likewise the object of my errand,
There was a pause; diflidence and em-

barrassment on my side, placidity on
hers,

“Well, sir? sald she in a volee the
tone of which Implied that she could
readlly understand ber presence in the
garden, but not mine.

As I remember It
scized with n great thirst.
Hke n glass of your lemonade,
swerad,

I was suddenly
“1 ghould
" 1 an-
bravely laying dowu the only
plece of money 1 possessed. Iler stern
Hps parted In a smile, and my cournge
came back cantiously—that is to say,
by degrees. She fllled a glass for me,
and as 1 gulped it down 1 could al-
most detect the flavor of lemon and
sugar.

“It is very good,” I volunteered, pass-
ing back the glass. 1 held out my
hand, smiling.

“There [su't any changs

1 fiughed painfully. It was fully four
miles to Newspaper row. |
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scions of o sullen pride. Presently the
object of my errand returnsd.  Somoes
what down the path I =aw a gentleman
reelining in a ennvas swing, *“Is that
Mr. Wentworth?" 1 asked

“Yps o you wisgh to spenk to him?
Unecle Bob, here Is a gentleman who

deslres to gpeak to voul”
I approached. “Mr. Wentworth,” 1

began, eracking the straw in n y hat,
“my name is John Winthrop, 1 am a
reporter. 1 have ealled to see if 1t istrue

that you have declined the
fulIu."

“1t is true.” he replied kindly. “There
are any number of reasons for my des
clining it, but 1 canpot make them pub-
He. 1Is that all?”

“Yes, sir; thank you,
away,

“Are you a reporter?’
as 1 was about to
“Yes, I am.”

“Do you draw pictures?”

“No, | do not.’

“Thro you write novels?"

“No." with a nervous laugh.

There s nothing like the process of
interrogation to make one person lose
interest in another.

itallan port-
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and 1 backed

asked the gird
pass by her,

“Oh, 1 thought perhaps you did,” she
gald and turned ber back to me. 1
passed through the darkened halls of
the house and into the etreet, ! never
expected to see her again, but It was
otherwise ordained. We eame togethior
three years later at Block Island, She

\\':H'J‘\ now, gathering the rosy tlowers

of her first #ason. She remembered
the incident In the parden, and we
lnughed over it. A few dances, two or

three evenlugs on the verandas wateh-

ing the sea, moonlit, as it sprawled
among the rocks below us, and tha
even tenor of my way eensed to be. |

appreciated how far she was above me,

g0 | worshiped her sllently and from
afar. 1 told ber my ambitions, contl
dences 50 welecome to feminine ears

and she rewarded me with a =mnll ex
change. She, too, was an orphan and
Hved with bher uncle, n rich banker,
who as a diversion consented to repres

sent his country at foreign courts. Her
given name was Phyllis. 1 had JOOD
the pame a thounsand times o print;
the poets had Idealized it and the nov
elists bhad embalmed It In  tender
plirases,

It was the first time 1 had ever met
an womnn of the name of Phyllis. It
appesled to my poetic instinet.  Per-
(paps that was the eanse of It ail.  And

hen she wan very beautiful, In the

aotumn of that year we became great
friends, and through her Influence 1
began to see beyond the portals of the
mansions of the rich. Matthew ['rior's
Chloes and 8ir John Suckling's Euphe-
lins lost thelr eharms. Henceforth my
muse’'s name beeame Phyllis. 1 took
her to the opern when 1 didn't know
where I was going to breakfast on the
morrow. 1 sent her roses and went
without tobaceo, a privation of which
woman knows nothing. Often 1 was
plunged Into despalr at my distressed
clrcumstances. Money to her meant

something to get. Ilor {neome bhother
ed ber because she could not spend it;
my income was mortgaged a week In
advance and did pot bother me at all,
This was the barrier at my lips. DBut
her woman's Intuition must have told
her that she was a part and parcel of
my exlsteuce.

I had what is ealled a forlorn hope—
o rich uncle who was a plunter in Lou-
fglana. His'son and 1 were his only
heirs. But this old planter had a mor |
tal antipathy to my slde of the family. |
When my mother, his sister, married
Alfred Winthrop In 1550, at the time |
when the north and south were ap-
proaching the precipice of a civil war, |

| lu- considered all family ties obliterat- |

We never worried much about It

he saftened to the I
goent at the funeral
of my father, but

ed.
When mother died
extent of being pre
He

took small notice

offered to adopt wme If 1 would assume
his name. 1 claxped my father's hand
in mine and sald nothing. The old
man stared at me for 4 moment, then
Jeft the house. That was the lrst and
last 1 o1 over saw him. Sometimes 1
wondered If he would remember me In
his will. This, of course, was only
when I had taken Phyllis somwhere
or when some creditor had lost pa-
tienoce.

One morning in January, five years
after my second meeting with Phyllis,
1 sat at my desk in the oflice. It was
raining, a cold thin rain. The window
was blurred. The water in the steam

pipes went banging away. 1 was com-
posing an editorial which treated the
diplomatie relations bhetween this coun-
try and England. The roar of Park
row distracted me. Now and then 1
would go to the window and peer down
on the living stream welow, A l.ll'lle-ml
cloud of steam hung over all the city.
1 swore some when the copy boy came
in and 2aid that there were yvet a col-
umn and a balf to fill and that the |
foreman wanted to *close up the [1:1;.:1:1
early.”” The true cause of my indispo- |
sition was due to the rumors rife in the
office that morning. Rumors which |
emanate from the managing editor's |
room are usually of the sort which bur-
dett the subordinate ones with anxiety.
The London correspondent was “going |
He had eabled that he was |
from nervous prostration,

to e L T

sullering

supplementing a request for a two
montgs’ leave of absence. For “Nhervy-
ous prostration” we read “drink.” Our

Loudon correspondent was a Lirilllant |

journalist He had written one or two
clever books, Ile had a broad knowl-
edge of men and affairs, and his pen
wis one of those which flashed nund
burned at frequent Intervals, but he
drank. Dan’s father had been a vie
tim of the habit, 1 remember meeting
the elder Hillars, He wuas a pictar-
eaque  Individoal, an accomplished
scholar, o wide traveler, & diplomatist
and a noted war correspondent.  Iis

work during the Franco-I'russian war
had placed hhm In the front rank. Aft
er sending his son Dan to college he
took no further notice of him. He was
killed while serving his paper at the |
slege of Alexandrin.  Dan naturally
followed his father's I'unl.-'h-pu both in
profession and In bhabits. He had been ‘
Ty at and no one
knew him better than | except it was
himself The love of adventure and |
drink had ended the life of the one. It ‘
might el the life of the other.

The foreman in the
walted for some time for that required |
column and a half of editorial copy. |

classmate college,

composging room |

lHit my plpe. and my thoughts ran back
to the old days, to the many times Dan
had pald my debts and to the many
times 1 had pald his. Al me! Those
were dayvs when love and fame and
riches were elusive, and we went Ip
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The copy boy satd
i aa hae

quest of theni. The erust Is hyssop
when the beart s young., The garret
i= n palace when bope fles unfettered.

vere yel a eolwmn

The most wonderful dreams lmaginn-
ble are dreamed close to the eaves,
And when a wan Jleaves behind him

the garret he algo leaves behind the
fondest lMusions. But who—who would
stay in the garret?

And as my thoughts ran on the ques-
tion rose, Whom would they send In
bhis place—=Dan’s? | knew London. It
was famillar ground. ['erhaps they
might send me. It was this thought
which unsettled me. 1 was perfectly
satisficd with New York. Phyllis lived
in New York. There would be time
enough for London when we were mar-
ril. Then 1 began to build air cas
tlen. A newspaper man is the archi-

something to spend; to me it meant | teet of some splendid stroctures, but
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when the tide Is out. Yes: fmin cor
responding would be all well enough, 1
mused, with Phyllis at wy slde, With
her as my wife | shivald have the envy
of all my fellow eraltsmen. We should
dine at the embassies, and the attzches
would flutter about vs, and all Londen
would talk of the beantiful “Mrs. Win-
throp." Then the fre in my pipe bowl
went out. The copy boy was at my el
bow again,

*Hang you!" sald 1.

“The foreman says he's coming down
with an ax,” replied the boy.

It was like churning, but I did man-
age to grind the copy. 1 was satisfied
that the United States and Great Brit-
ain would not go to war over It

The late afternoon mall hronght twa
letters. 1 opened the one from Phyllls
first. It sald:

Dear Jack—Unecle Dol has a box for the opera
tonight, but he has been suddenly called to Wash-
fngton—politios, possibly, but he would not say,
Aunty and | want you to go with us in his stead.
Ethel and her fance, Mr. Holland, will be to-

gether, which means that nunty and 1 will have
no one to talk to unless you ceme. *'Carmen' [s

to be sung. FPléase do not fail me. PrvLLs
Fall her! 1 thought not,
Then 1 read the second letter, 1

read It three or four thoes, and even
then 1 was not sure that 1 was not
dreaming. 1 eaught up my pipe again,
fifled It and lit it. 1 read the letter
once more. I was solemnly informed
that my uncle was dead and that |
tvas mentions] in the will and that i
1 would kKindly eall at the Hoffman
House the following morning a certain
s of money would be given to Int-.‘
I regretted that 1 had reached that age
when o man's actions must -
fied although alone; otherwise 1 dare
gay 1 should have danced the pas seul, |
Whatever my ancle's bequest might
be, T bellevedd that it would monke me
independently rich, Phyilis was scarce-
Iy nn arm’s length away now. 1 whise
tled as 1 locked up my desk and pro-
ceecded down stairs and sang a sirea
song lute the waxen ears of the cashier.

“You lhiave only twenty coming this
week, Mr. Winthrop,” said he.

“Never mind,” 1 replled.  “T'Il man- |
age to get along next week.,” It was |
only on very rare occasions that 1 drew |
my full pay at the end of the week, 1
dined nt a fashionable restaurant. As
1 sipped my wine 1 bullt one of my
eastles, and Phyllis reigned therein.
There would be a trip to Europe every
summer, and I should devote my time
to writing novels. My pleture would
be the froatisplece in the book reviews,
and wayside paragraphs would tell of
the enormous royaltles my publishers
were paying me. I took some old en-
velopes from my pocket and began fig-
uring on the backs of them as to what
purposes the money should be put. It
could not be less than $30,000, perhaps
more. Of course wy uncle had given
a harbor to a grudge agalnst me and
mine, but such things are always for-
gotten on the deathibed. Fortune, hav-
ing buffeted me, was now golng to
make me one of ner favorite ehlldren, |
I had reached the end of the long lane, |

As | left the restaorant | decided to
acquaint Phylis with my good luck |
and my desire that should |
share of It 1 turned Ipto a Horist's and
haid a dozen roses sent up to her, They

be dig

itlso slie

were Ameriean Beautles. 1 could af-
ford It now. |
1 found Phyllis thrumming on the |
planc. She was singing in o low volee |
the arla from “Luclae.” | stood on the |
thireshiold of the drawing room and |
walted tll she had done. 1 believed |
her o be unaware of my presence. |
She was what we poets call n "tln'.lm

| of loveliness,” a wtangible dream, llvr'
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neck and shoulders were like satin, and |
the head above them reminded me of
Sappho’'s which we see In  marble,
From where | stood | could cateh a
glimpse of the profile, the nose and
tivon chin, the exquisite mouth, to kiss
which 1 would gladly have given up
any number of fortunes. The cheek
had that delieate curve of a rose leaf,
and when the warm blood surged into
it there was o color as matchless as
that of a Jack rose. Ah, but 1 loved

her! Ruddenly the music ceased.

“There 18 a mirror over the plano,
Jack,” she sald without turning her
bhead.

8o 1 erossed the room and sat down
in the chalr nearest her. [ vaguely
wondered if at the distance she had
geen the love in my eyes when 1
thought mysell unobserved.

“1 thavk you for those lovely roses,"
she sald, smiling and permitting me to
press her hand,

“Don't mention " 1 replied. It Is
so ditficult for a man to say original
things in the presence of the woman |
he loves. *1 have great news for you. |
It reads like a fairy tale, yon know:
happy ever afterward, and all that"

“AL"

‘“Yes. Do
you of a rich
south ™

“1s it possible that he has left yon a
fortune " she erled, her eyes shining.

“You have guessed I

“I am very ghid for your sake, Jack.
I was beglnning to worry about you."

“Worry about me?"”

“Yesa, 1 do not understand how a
newspaper man ean afford to buy roses
four or five times a week—and exist.”
She had the habit of belng Dlunt and
frank to her intimate friends. 1 se
cretly consldered it an  honor when
she talked to me Hke this. *1 have |
told you repentedly to send me fowers |
only once a week, 1'd rather not have
them at all.  Last week you spent as
much ag £30 on roses alone. Mr. Hol
Innd does not do that for Eihel, and he
has a million,"

“I'm not Holland,” 1 sald. “He
doesn’t—that is=1 do not think he’—
Then | foundered. 1 had almost gaid,
“He doesn't care as much for Ethel as
I do for you.”

Phyllis pretended not to note my em-
barrassment. The others came In then,
and conversation streamed Into safer
channels,

When we entered the box at the op-
era, the curtaln had risen. "hyllis and

you remember my telling
uncle who lived in the |

| gwell of melody,

| particularly

4
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l took the mm 'nw mlﬁi
out of the glare of the lights.

“You are looking very beautiful b
night,” 1 whispered lom 1 was be
ginnlng business early, There was no
barrier at wy lips. ;

“Thank you” she replied, Then
with a smile, “Supposing 1 were to say
that you were looking very hand-
some?"”

“Oh,” sald 1, somewhat disconcerted,
“that would ve rather embarrassing.”

1 do not doubt iL"

“And then it would pot be trne. The
duty we men owe to a beautiful wom-
an Is constantly to keep telling ber of
It."

“And the duty we women owe to a
flue looking man?” a rogue of a dlmple
in her cheoks.

“Is It to explicitly believe all he says
regarding your beauty?' 1 answered,
evading the question. “A man may
tell & woman that she I8 beautiful, but
a woman may not tell a man that he s
fine looking—that is, In publie.”

“The terms are not fair.”

“That may be true, but they make
the wheels of the socinl organization
run smoother. For Ingtance, if 1 met a
strange woman and she told me that 1
was handsome 1 shouldn't be able to
speak again the whole evening. On the
other hand, a beautiful woman after
you say that you are delighted to meet
her expects the very next remark to
concern her good looks,"

“Your insight Is truly remarkable,”
she sald, the dimple contlnuing Its elu-

sive maneuvers. “Hush, here comes
Carmen!™
And onr volees grew faint in the

Mrs. Wentwaorth was
entranced.  Her danghter was fondly
giazing at the back of her fiance’s head,
P'hyilis had tarned bher face
the As for myself, 1 not
Interested In the cligaretie
girl, It was running through my head
that the hour had arrived. 1 patted
wy gloves for n moment, then I drew a
long breath.

“Phyllis! sald L
ver in my volee,
spoken loud enough.
again,

Bhe turned quickly and gave me an
lnquiring apnd at the same time nerv-
ous glance, *“What Is it?

“1 want to tell you something I have
never dared to tell you till now,” 1 said
earnestly. The voice on the stage
soared beavenward, *I love you. Will
you be my wife?"

Ah. me! Where were those drooping
eyelids, that flush, that shy, sweet
glance, of which I had so often dreamt?
Phyllis was frowning.

“Jack, 1 have been afrald of this”
she sald. “1 am so sorry, but it cannot
be."

“0Oh, do not say that now,” 1 cried,
crushing my gloves. “Wait awhlle,
Perhaps you may learn to love me.”

“Jack, 1 have always been frank to
you because 1 like you.
pose It will take me five years to find
out what my heart says to any man?
No. Iad 1 loved you | should not have
asked you to walt. 1 should have said
Y8,
wish, Indeed I llke you better than
any mwan | know, but that is all 1 can
offer you. I should be unkind if 1 held
out any false hopes. | have often
asked myself why 1 do not love yon,
but there s something Incking In you,
sowmething I eannat define.  Some other

siage, wWils

There was a1 qua-
e rlm[m I had not
‘Payllis!” said 1

I do not love you in the way you |

from me to |

Do you sup- |

woman will find what | bave failed to |

find o you to love,"”

1
1 was twisting my gloves out of all |

recognition. There was a singing
my ears which did not come from the
stnge.

“Look at it as 1 do, Jack. There Is
a man in this world whom 1 shall love
and who will love me. We may never
meet.  Then he shall be an ldeal to
me and 1 to him. You belleve you
love me, but the love you offer Is not
complete.”

“Not complete?” 1 echoed.

“No. It would be if | returned It
Do you understand? There Is In this
world a woman you will truly love and
who will return your love in its full-
pess. Wil you meet? That is In the
hands of your destinles. Shall 1 meet
my ideal? Who knows? Buat tll 1 do
I shall remain an old mald.”

I nodded wearlly, A dissertation on
aflinitles seomed H timed.

“And now.” she sald, “this beautiful
friendship of ours must come to an

el And there were tears In her
eyes.
“Yes,” sald |, twisting and untwist-

ing the shreds of my gloves, 1t seem-
ed as though the world bad slipped
from under my feet and 1 was whirl-
Ing Into nothingoness, “My heart is
very heavy."

“Jack, If you talk like that,” hastily,
“yvou will have me crying before all
these peaple.”

Unfortunately Ethel turned and saw
the tears In ber consin's eyes. “Merey,
what ls the matter?” she asked.

“Jack bhas been telling me a very
pathetiec story,” sald PPhyllis, with a
phy In her eyes.

“Yes; something that happened to-
night,” said 1, staring at the pro-
gramme, but seelug nothing, nothing.

“Well.” sald Ethel, “this Is not the
place for them,” turning her eyes to
the stage ngain,

The concluding acts of the opera
were o jangle of chords and discords,
and the hum of velees was like the
murmur of a faroff sea. My eyes re-
malned fixed upon the stage, It was
ke looking throngh a broken kaleldo-
scope. 1 wanted to be alone, nlone
with my plpe. 1 was glad when we
at last entered the carriage. Mrs.
Wentworth lmmediately began to extol
the singers, and Phyllls, with that
tact which Is given only to kind heart-
ed women, answered most of the indi-
reet questions put to me. She was
giving me time to recover. The direct
questions 1 could not avoid, Ocea-
sionally 1 Jooked out of the window. [t
had begun to rain again. It was very
dreary.

“And what a finale, Mr. W!n'.hropt"
cried Mrs, Wentworth.

in |

M"lm To have

hndmullan.m"elu woman, was

wy thought,

“The new tenor Is an lmprovement.
Do you not think so?”

“Yes, ndesd.” No more to much her

‘hl'nd, to hear her volce, to walt upon

her wishes,

“It was the most brilllant audience
of the season,”

“Yes, Indeed,” I murmured. Those
were the only words | could artlculate,
The earriage rumbled on,

“Does Pattl return in the fall

“Yes.,” Five years of dreaming and
then to nwanke!

And then the ecarriage mercifully
stopped.

Mrs. Wentworth insisted that
should enter and have some coffee.
had so few words at my command tuut
1 could not Invent even a flimsy ex-
cuse. 5o 1 went In. The coffee was
tasteless, 1 put in four lumps of sug-
ar. 1 stirred and stirred and stirred. |

Finally 1 swallowed the contents of | e disessed membrase,

the cup. It was very hot. When the
agony was past, I rose and made my
adlen,
Phyllis eame to the door with me,
“Forget what 1 have said,” 1 began,
fumbling the doorkneb. *1 suppose

&>

Phylils eame to the door with me.
was an ass to think that you might
love me. They say that it 1s a malady. |
Very well. With a tew prescrlbed
remedies 1 shall recover.

*“You are very bitter.”

‘_
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“Can you blame me," clicking the

lateh back and forth, “when all the
world has suddenly grown dark?”

“There are other eyes than mine,”
gently.

*Yes, but they will light other paths
than those 1 shall follow."”

“Jack, you are too manly to make
threats.”

“That was not a threat,” sald l.
“Well, 1 shall go and laugh at myself
for my presumption. To laugh at your-
self Is to cure. There Is no more wine
In the cup, nothing but the lees. 1'll
have to drink them, A wry face, and
then it will all be over. Yes; 1 am bit-
ter. To have dreamed as 1 bave dreams-
ed and to awake as 1 have! Ah, well,
I must go on loving you till"—

“Till she cowes,” supplemented Phyl-
lis.

“You wrong me. It is only In letters
that 1 am versatile, Forgive my bit-
terness and forget my folly.”

“Oh, Jack, If you knew how sorry 1
am! 1 shall forgive the bitterness, bui
I will not forget what you term folly.
It's something any woman might be
proud of, the love of an honest, dear,
good fellow. Good nlght.” She held
her hand roward me.

“Good night,” 1 sald, “and God bless
you!” 1 Kissed the palm of her hand,
opened the door and then stumbled
down the steps.

1 do not remember how 1 reached
home. It was all over. My beautiful
castle had fallen in ruins about my
Cars.

To be continued
— . —
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DYSPEPTICIDE

The greatest aid to DIGESTION.

The True Northerner

AND THE

Twice-a-Week Detroit Free Press

BOTH PAPERS ONE

'And the Free Press Year Book
| and Encyclopaadla for 1901

$1.85.

THE TWICE-A-WEEK FREE PRESS is con-
ceded by all 1o be MICHIGAN'S LEADING
NEWSPFAPER

Remember, that by taking advantage of this
combination yon get 5% coples of THE TRUE
NORTHERNER and 104 copies of THE FREE
PRESS, and the FREE PRESS YEAR BOOK for
only §1.85,

Ihe True Northerner and Semi-Weekly Free
| Press, without Yeur Book, $1,758.

YEAR

FOR ONLY

The WeekIU Inter Ocean

| BEST
ALWAYS
REPUBLICAN Political Weekly $l OO
*
ALWAYS IN TIHEF
.-\1\! ERICAN United States. Per Year.

The Weekly Inter Ocean

news

Able Editorials on Live Topics.
to Queries on all subjects,
on New Hooks, and

Is the Brighest Family Newspaper
in the country, containing all the
and high-grade current literature.

A FEW OF ITS EXCELLENT LITERARY FEATURES ARE:

Well-Written Original Stories. Answers
Essays on Health,
Work in the Farm and Garden.
of City Life, of Army Life, of Life Everywhere,

S ——

The Inter Ocean is a member of the Laffan News Bureau
and the Associated Press, giving a News Service that is abso-
lutely unsurpassed in the world. “

$1 () FET-Tvo PAPERS OF TWELVE LARGE PAGES

AB MUCH GOOD READING AS A LARGE MAOAZINE,

Daily Inter Ocean, $4 per year. s Dally and Sunday, $6 per year.

Articles on Home Topies,
Also Short Stories

$1.00

The True Northerner and The Weekly Inter Ocean both for $1.35 per uear In advance.
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